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Programe 


MR. BLAIR NEALE - - at the Piano 








1. (a) Invocazione di Orfeo (from “Euridice’’) 
(Invocation of Orpheus) — Jacopo Peri (1560-1625) 
en ae (Translation) - 
“Rejoice at my singing, O verdant forests, 
Rejoice, Ov beloved hills, and all around 
Echo will answer from the hidden valleys. 
Revived is my beautiful Sun, adorned with rays: 
And with her bright eyes, which put Delos to shame 
She redoubles the fire in the souls and the light of day, 
And enslaves to love Heaven and Earth. 


(b) She never told her love (Shakespeare) 
Joseph Haydn (1792-1809) 
She never told her love, 


But let concealment like a worm in the bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek. 
She sat like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. 
—From “Twelfth Night” 


(c) Old English Melody Anon. 
Chloe proves false but still she is charming, 
Nature like beauty her temper has made 
Subject to change, 0’er each heart she will range 
Always the fairest, ever the rarest, 
Always the fairest, in beauty arrayed, 


Banish my senses, but let her not slight me, 
Love ne’er was made to inherit disdain, 
Love is a bubble that gives mankind trouble; 
Ever alluring, seldom enduring, 

Chloe who flouts me I sigh for in vain. 
Chloe who flouts me I sigh for in vain. 


(d) Arias’ “Che gelida manina”’ (La Boheme) Puccini 
(Translation) 
Your tiny hand is frozen! | 
Let me warm it into life, 
Our search is useless; ett 
In darkness all is hidden. | 
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kh 


[a a 
Ere long the light of the moon shall aid us, 
Yes, in the moonlight our search let us resume dear, 
One moment, pretty maiden, while I tell you in a trice 
Who I am, what I do and how I love. 
Shal] I? I am a poet. 
What’s my employment? Writing. 
Is that a living? Hardly! 
I’ve wit tho’ my wealth be wanting; | ) 
Ladies of rank and fashion, ~t 
All inspire me with passion. 
In dreams and fond illusions or castles in the air, 
Richer is none on earth than His) ) 
Bright eyes as yours, believe me, 
Steal my priceless jewels, 
In fancy’s store house cherished, 
Your rougish eyes have robbed me, 
Of all my, dreams bereft me, 
Dreams that are fair yet fleeting, 
Fled are my truant fancies, 
Regrets I do not cherish, 
For now life’s rosy morn is breaking, 
New golden life is waking, 
Tell me frankly who are you? 
Now that I’ve told you my story, 
Pray tell me yours, too, 
Say will you tell? 
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2. (a) Who is Sylvia (Shakespeare).......... Franz Schubert 
(1797-1828) 

Who is Sylvia, what is she, Is she kind as she is fair? 

That all our swains commend her? To her eyes love doth repair, 

Holy, fair and wise is she; For beauty lives with kindness; 

The heav’ns such grace did lend her, To help him of his blindness ; 

That adored she might be. And being help’d inhabits there. 


Then to Sylvia, let us sing, 
That Sylvia is excelling, 

She excels each morta] thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling; 
To her, garlands let us bring. 


Cp) Lachesbotseliatt 3.05.0 ..,< 0 ~ wee, Franz Schubert 


re . (Translation) 
Dear prattling brooklet so silvery bright, 
Haste to my fair one with eager delight, 
Messenger trusty, when near hear you are, 
Take her the greetings of love from afar. 








All the sweet flow’rs she has nurs’d and carress*d, 
Proud to be worn on her beauteous breast, 
Roses that bloom in the purple’s rich glow, 
Moisten and freshen, as onward you flow. 7 
When on the green bank, to slumber resigned, 
My love recalling, her head’s inclined, 
Comfort my loved one with friendly regard, 

- He who adores her, will not retard. 
When the sun sets in bright ruby and pearl, 
Soothe with low music the slumbering girl, 
Murmuring lull her to sweet repose, 
Whisper love’s dream as her eyelids close. — 


(c) Ihr Bild (Heine) (Her Portrait)...... Franz’ Schubert 
(Translation): . - ) i 

I stood before her portrait in gloomy ‘dreaming lost, _ 

And those beloved features as with a lifeglow were ‘crossed. — 

Around her lips’ there hovered the smile I dearly: prize, _ . 

And tars of silent mourning were gleaming within her eyes. 

Now o’er my cheeks too, flowing the tears run down silently, 

And ah! I cannot believe it, that indeed thou art lost to me. 


(d) Uneeduld s-....5:. TT La ete lest Franz Schubert 
‘(Pranslation).- “..° « 4° ss 
I’d carve it on the bark of every-tree,: 
On every stone it should engraven be, 
I fain would sow it in each garden green, 
In early cress it should be quickly. seen, 

On every page it should be inscribed for ever: 
Thine is my heart, and shall-be thine for ever. 
The morning breeze my love to thee should blow, 
And thro’ the hedge-row should it sighing flow, | 

I'd have it shine in every flower star, _ 


And perfume rare should waft it’near and far, | OG otis Rater pea 
The stream should move the wheels to ‘tell it ever: eee 
Thine is my heart, and shall be thine for ever. es 2a 


Within mine eyes I deem my love doth speak, 
And all must see it on my burning cheek, 

And even read it from my silent mouth, 

And every breath I draw doth breathe it forth, 
And yet she seems to mark my sorrow never; 


1 _., ...,Thine is my heart, and shall be thine for ever. nS 
3. Piano Solos: ae: oe Ms ak eee 
(a) ‘Gavotte an IB minGr 4.2 sgeceene: Bach-Saint-Saens 
(To) @laix cle: MWe ic2.cei x, .-cncitarecerrvn' scosae 3 on% coumtwseg Debussy 
(c), Rhapsody in G MinOr.........cascseaedsesiensoeecesseeves Brahms 
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A, (a) Automne (AUTUMN) «0... eect eters ttteetees Faure 
(Translation) 

Autumn, with its foggy sky, with its sad horizons, with its rapid 
sunsets and pale sunrises! I look at your days full of melan- 
choly, flowing like the water of the torrent. On the wings of» 
regret, my thoughts are wafted, as if my youth could be 
brought back. They fly dreamingly through the enchanted 
hills where formerly smiled my youth. I feel the clear sun of 
the conquering remembrance bloom again in a spray of untied 
roses and I feel rising to my eyes tears which in my heart my 
twenty years had forgotten. 








(b) L’an blane (The White Donkey). sade. Georges Hue 
(Translation) 


I send thee neither vase nor rose tonight, 

O charming Mirza mine, but thou shalt have, 
Led by a dusky slave 

A donkey of Bassora, dainty-white. 


The saddle is of wondrous leather made 
And damask, all with gold inlaid; 

And from the bridle, silken-wound, | 
Hang green, embroidered ribbons to the ground. | 


Tomorrow thou wiit don thy robe of blue, 
Brimming with painted birds ,all flying, 
And round your slender form a girdle tying, 
Within the silver stirrup place your shoe. 
And thou, lulled by the donkey’s tranquil tread, | 
Shall come, like a fair queen of Eastern lands, 


To the far, humbler shed 
Of this adoring sorcerer of fate. 


(c) Le Passant (The Passerby)...........0++. Georges Hue 
(Translation) , 


Sweet cousin, I am going on a journey and I will pass by your house. 
I am going to Rouen and then to Havre if the weather be propitious. 


The rising sun throws its light on the highway and into the valley. 
But you are still sleeping with your little white cap on your golden hair. 
Sleep. is 


The wind is keen as the wind of winter, you must not be awakened so early 
To clink glasses with me, and drink a bit of fine Bordeaux. 


I go to see the city of twenty churches whose slender bell turrets 
Pierce the sky with their airy forms among the towers and roofs. 
But you—you sleep. 
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Tonight when I return I will come to you if your windows are lighted. 
We will chat a bit, my cousin, and you, perhaps, will smile on me. 


(d) Aria: “Depuis longtemps j’Habitants cette 
chambre” (from ‘“Louise’”’)  ...... Charpentier 
(Translation) 


For a long time I lived here without suspecting that I had for a neigh- 
bor, a child with big eyes, a virgin from heaven, whom severe parents were 
guarding like a prisoner. How was I to know it? I argued all day long 
in some drinking place, and at night I made rhymes to the far off Ophelia 
that grew from my desire. While there, near me, lightly slept the future. 

But one evening on the sombre stairs, I, running down singing, ‘as is 
my wont, saw passing near me two unknown shadows. The second, pretty, 
frail of form, uncertain in the twilight, left behind her something like a 
luminous and perfumed furrow. 

The next day, it was Easter, from early morning I watched your 
window. : 

What music can tell the wonder of my eyes when I saw you appear in 
the sunlight, smiling. A madonna of Vinci does not smile like that. No, 
no. These cunning smiles flower only in Paris. 

Long did I watch, and my destiny apeared to me, united forever to your 
image. All about me was the movement of the great city. Everything 
resounded. Hope and my heart sang the matins of love. ~~ 


; 5. (a) I hold her hands (Lae one).o:.3.24. Alexander Russell 


I hold her hands, and press her to my breast 
I try to fill my soul with her loveliness, 

To plunder her sweet smile with kisses, 

To drink her dark glances with my eyes. 


Oh! but where is it? Who can strain the blue from the sky 
I try to grasp the beauty, 

It eludes me leaving only the body in my hands. 

Baffled and weary, L. come back. 


How can the body touch the flower 
Which only the spirit may touch? 


(b) A Page’s Road Song (W. A. Percy)...... Ivor Novello 


If Thou wilt make Thy peach trees bloom for me, | 

And fringe my bridle path both sides with tulips, red and free, 
If Thou wilt make Thy skies as blue as ours in Sicily. 

And wake the little leaves thats leep on every bending tree 

I promise not to vexen Thee, 

That Thou shouldst make eternally Heaven my home; 

But right contentedly, a singing page I'll be | 

Here in Thy springtime. Jesu. | | 

















(c) The next market day (Ulster Melody) ; 
Arranged by Herbert Hughes 


A maid goin’ to Comber her markets to larn, 

To sell for her mammy three hanks o’ fine yarn, 
She met with a young man along the highway 
Which caused this young damsel to dally and stray. 
Sit ye beside me, I mean ye no harm, 

Sit ye beside me this new tune to larn, 

Here is three guineas yous mammy to pay, 

So lay by your yarn till the next market day. 


They sat down together the grass it was green, 

And the day was the fairest that ever was seen, 

Oh, the look in your eyes beats a mornin ’o’ May, 

I could sit by your side till the next market day. 

This young maid went home and the words that he said 
And the air that he played her stil rang in her head. 

She says I'll go find him by land or by sea 

Till he larns me that tune called “The next market day.” 


(d) Must I go bound. (County Derry) 
Arranged by Herbert Hughes 


Must I go bound and you go free? | 

Must I love the lass that wouldn’t love me? 

Was e’er I taught so poor a wit 

As to love the lass would break my heart? 

I put my finger to the bush to pluck the fairest rose, 

I pricked my finger to the bone, but, ah! I left the rose behind. 


(e) To Anthea (Herrick) Hatton 


Bid me to live, and I will live Thy Protestant to be; 

Or bid me love, and I will give a loving heart to thee: 

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, a heart as sound and free, 

As in the whole world thou canst find, that heart I'll give to thee. 


Bid that heart stay, and it will stay, to honor thy decree; 
Or bid it languish quite away and it shall do so for thee. 
Bid me to weep, and I will weep, while I have eyes to see, 
And having none, yet I will keep a heart, to weep for thee. 


Bid me despair, and [ll despair, under that Cypress tree, 
Or bid me die, and I will dare e’en Death, to die for thee. 
Thou art my life, my love, my heart, the very eyes of me: 
And hast command of every part, to live and die for thee. 
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EDWARD JOHNSON 
“SCORES TRUNPH 


Massey Hall Filled to Ca- 
pacity by Large and En- 
thusiastic Audience. 








? 
The popularity of Edward Johnson 
was attested to last night by an, audi- 


ence which taxed Massey Hall's seating 
capacity. Canada’s famous emissary of 
song must have experienced a warming 
and grateful glow as he stepped on 
\ the platform to confront the crowded 
house assembled to welcome him. At 
all events his expression seemed to 
register pleasure in discovering such 
a tangible demonstration of the very 
high esteem in which he is held. Prov- 
ing that a prophet is not always with- 
out honor in his own country. The 
enthusiasm continued from his opening 
Orpheus” number to the “Pagliacci” 
encore, Which terminated a solid and 
unusually well-thought-out program. 

Edward Johnson has often been de- 
scribed as a perfect recitalist, and cer- 
tainly his ability to shine with equal 
brilliance im a widely diversified field 
of composition is something which is 
rarely encountered. He seems to be 
equally at home. in operatic, lieder, 
ballad, or modernistic medium—in fact, 
what he is doing at the moment ap- 
pears to be what he prefers to do. It 
is versatility of a very unusual sort. 
He designed his program apparently 
with this object in view, as it covered 
a wide territory. There was no Verdi |. 
aria, but he sang the ‘Vesti La 
Giukka”’ as an encore, SO all was well. 
Moreover, he sang it with a more than 
Italian fervor, and made even the sob 
sound musical. 

His selection from La Boheme ‘‘che 
eelida manina,’’ following his opening 
group of old pieces was an object les= 
son in how Puccini should be sung— 
none of the sweetness was omitted, but 
a. great deal of dignity added. The 
audience warmed to. this and insisted 
on encores, of which he gave several 
requests. The four Schubert songs 
were all exquisitely proportioned, the 
diction marvelously pure, ang all of 
them done without the artificial, tradi- 
tion-bound limitations which haunt so 
many lieder-singers. The “The Bild’ 
setting of Heine’s poem was ideally 
treated, as was the contrasting ‘‘Un- 
geduld’”’ in scherzo mood, 

Three French songs by Faure and 
| Georges Hue were also marvels of clear 
diction and appreciation of mood, al- 
though the Faure piece rather dwarfed 
the others. Charpentier’s lovely “Depuis 
Longtemps” aria from Louise, was a 
yocal tone-poem; in this brief excerpt 

e succeeded in recreating the entire 

tmosphere of the opera. This French 
graup was perhaps the very finest ex- 
perience of the evening; Mr. Johnson's a 
group of this style of composition, and 
of the French genre song in general 
is most complete and artistic. Of the 
concluding numbers I found Ivor No- 
yello’s ‘“‘Page’s Road Song’’ the most 
representative. The Tagore poem de- 
serves a much more restrained and less 
commonplace setting than that of Mr. 
Russell. Neither does it require as fine 
an artist as Edward Johnson to do 
such pieces as the “Market Day” and 
“Must I Go Home” arranged by Her- 
bert Hughes. The Halton version of an 
old lyric of Herrick’s was more to the 
point, and very gracefully done, but 
lacked the very necessary something, 
| Mr, Blair Neale, who is also a Cana- 
dian,» and has. accompanied Mr. Johnes 
son on many tours, distinguished him- 
self by his immaculate playing of the} 
accompaniments and also in a solo ap- 
pearance... He received two encores, to - 
which he. responded. with a Kreisler 
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piece and Chopin, and displayed fluency 
in technic and unusually sound feeling 
for rhythm.—J. S. 
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